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The Hiftorie of 

r Ai they are /baring, the prince and TV'mj 

Vrm. Your money . Jfet vpon them, they alt rmne away, and Fa/. 

Pom. Villaines. fjialff'e after a blow or two rum tovay too, / w _ 

^ning the booty behind them. 

Trin. Got with much eafe.Now merrily to horfc,thetheeues 
arefcattered,and pofleft with feare fo ftrongly, that they dare 
not mecte each other, each takes his fellow for anofFcer;awav 
good Ned , Fa/fialjfe fwcares to death, and lards the leanetarth 
as he walkes along : were not for laughing, I fhonld pitty him, 

Points. How the rogue roard " Exeunt. 

Je.t-n t* Enter Hetjpurfolus, reading a Letter. 

‘Put fir mine owns part, my Lord, I could be well contented to he 
therein refpeci of the lone ibearreyour hottfe. 

He could be cotentedwhy is henotthenjin thcrcfpeftoftlie 
loue he bearcs our hotife : hefhowesin this, he loi*es hisowne 
barne bet, terthen heloues ourhoufe. Let me fee fome more. 

Thepurpofe you vndertake is dangerous. 

Why thats certaine,tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleepe.to 
drinkejbutl tell you (my Lord foole)outofthisnettledanger, 
we plucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous, the fiendayou haue named 
vncertainepthe time it felfe vnforted, andyour whole plot too light, for 
the counterpoife of fo great an oppoftion. ' 

Say you fo,fay you fo,I fay vnto you againe,you area /hal- 
low cowardly hinde,& you lie: what a lack-braincisthis’by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer was !aid,our frind true 
& coni‘lant;a good plot, good friends, & ful ofexpeftatioman 
excellent plot, very good friendsjwhata froffy fpirited rogue 
is this? Why, my Lord of T^pcoromends the plot,<5c the gene- 
rallcourfe of the aefion Zo-unds& f werenow by this rafcail, 
] could braine him with his Ladies Fannc. Is there not tny fa- 
therly vncle,& my fe!fe,Lorcj Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of 
Torke, and Owen Glendimer ? Is there not befides the DowgUii 
haue I not all their letters to tneete me in Armesby tlic ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not feme of them let forward 
already? What a pagan rafcail is this, and infidell ? Ha, you lhail 
fee now m very firiemty of feare and cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open aii our proceedings. 0,1 could diuidcniy 

felfe- 
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felfe, and goe to buffets, for rnoaing fucha difh of skim Milke 
with fo honorable an attion. Hang him, lethim tell theKing, 
we arc prepared.I will fet forward to night. Enter hie Lady. 

How now Kate, 1 mud lcaue you within thefetwo houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord, w hy are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banilbt woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell mee,fweet Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,pleafurc,andthy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth. 

And Hart fo often when thou fitft alone? - 
Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekcs. 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee, 

T o thick-cyd muling, and cut ft melancholy? 

In my faint flumber$,lby thee watcht, 

And heard thee muttmtre tales of yron Warres, 

Speake tcarmes oi manage to thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkc 
Ot (allies* and retires, trenches, tents, 

Of palfizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Ofoafiiisks, of canon, culuerin, 

Ofprilojiersranfome,and of fouldeirs flaine, 

And all the current, of a heddy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath Lin boat war. 

And thus hach fo beftird thee in thy fleepe. 

That beds of fwcat hath (food vponthy brow 
Like bubbles in a lace difturbed (Ireame, 

And in thy face ftrange motions haue apeard, 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath, 

On fome great fodainehaft, O what portents arc thefe? 

Someheauy bufines hath my Lord in hand. 

And Imuft know it, el(e heloues me riot. 

Hot. W har ho, is ttilltams with the Packet ^one? 

Ser. He is.niy Lord.an houre agoe. 

Hot. Hath ^Butler brought thofe Horfes from the Sheriffe? 

Ser. One Horfe, my Lord, he brought eueft now; r ! m - 

Hot. WbatHorie? aroane,acrop eare,isitnot? 

Scr. Itis,my Lord, 

D * Hot . 



